HEBEL AGAINST SCOTCH

SYNOPSIS,

—_—

| Phillp Caylay, acoused of a ctiml of
which e ts not Euiity, retigns from the
n and affec

tion for
i i t. Perry nter, turns to
Jhatred. Cayley seckw solitude, whaere he
‘parfects & ng machine While soaring
\over the Arotic regions, he plcks up &

ﬁﬂ; lblpgd stick ae had :Ieeahtn the
L] hll'l o ountin, y o
' A yacht red l!:.\ o 'I:n.r.‘ g

1 near the steamer, he meots &
| an jce He lesraa that the
Melding and that

ﬂr.l't name Is Jeanno
‘ot

yacht has come necth to
har father, Captain Flelding, an arctic
explorer, A party from the yacht is ma-
king search ashore. After Cayloy departs
eanne -finds that he had dro
ously-shaped silck. Captaln,
the surviving crew of his |
on the coabt.
‘man namod eoe, had murde
and his two com na, after the ex-
plorer had revealed the looation of an
enormous led u{ ure gold. Roscoe then
took commuand o o party. It develops
that the ruffian had commitied the mur-
der witneased by Cayley.

CHAPTER 1ll—Continued,

For a long time Roscos walked
steadily on, until the two had come
lar up the glacler. Finally, when he
did satop, he whirled quite around and
stood confronting Planck, squarely In
the middle of a narrow path between
two deep fissures in the lee. His eyes
weara glitterlng malavolantly.

“Do you know any reasomn,” he
asked In a thick volce, "“why 1 don't
pick you up and drop you down one
of those cracks there, or why I don't
werva you as I served that fellow yes-
lerday ™

Planck thought he meant to do it
but, with the fatallsm that marks the
men of his profession, he stood fast
and eyed his big opponent,

“You're strong enough to,” he sald.

“And I'll do it if I want to: you
know that,” Roscoe supplemented.

“Yes, I know that” The big man
nodded curtly,

“Well, I'm not going to now, be-
caus® I choose not to, Listen. .If you
bad the chance, could you navigate
that solld mahogany, hand-painted
ship down there?" )

Planck cleared hils
nométhing were stifiing him,
erew, ves," he answered.

“Could Schwarts run those nlckel-
plated engines be'll find In her, do you
think?"

"“Yes"

“Wall, within two days I'll give you
B chance to make good. Now, -I'm
golng to tell you my plan, not be-
cause you asked me, but because I
want you to know, I'd run the whole
thing alone if I could, but I want you
with me, We're going to take that
<«acht and we're golng off alone In her
—we of the Whaler, alone, Do you
mderstand that?"

"“They're better armed (han we"
Jald Planck reflectively; "better fed,
yetter everything. And man for man,
par you, they're just as good, and
they're three to ome of us. It will
want some pretty good planning'” |

“You neédn’t worry sbout that," an-

throat, aa If
“With a

swered-Roscoe. T didn't expect you
to make the plans; 1 knew you
pouldn’t. I've made them myself;

they're working right now. Can you
keep your tongue in your head and
dsten?" ’

Planck nodded.

“That searching party dido't go
yack to the yacht last night. They're
4l] camped together—about 20 of them
~down In the Little Bear valley.
fhere aren't above BRIf a dozen fire
ums In the bunch; none of the sail
ors from the yacht have any, and
hey've got about two days’ rations.
Yhey're rll there fogether, except the
aie man we accounted for yesterday.”

"1 see," sald Planck; “and you think
#e can capture the yacht mow while
hey're ashore.”

“Don't try to think, I tell you," Ros-
oe growled. “I'm doing the thinking
There are probably tem able-bodled
nen left on the yacht. That's not
good enough odds, consldering the
#ay they're armed. But about an
gour ago I sent Miguel down to the
thore party to be thelr guide. He
#n't golng to say anything much to
them, but what he says will be
snough, I reckon. He's to pretend he's
fotty and can't understand what they
tay to him."

Planck's' eyes widened a little and
he did not ask his next question very
steadlly, “Where is he going to take
them "

"Can't you guess that? Ha's going
to lead them into Fog lake, of course.”

The thoughit of it made Planck's
teath chatter. TFog lake was, perhaps,
the most curlous naturnl phenomenon
gpon that strange arctie land—a little
tup-shaped valley, from which the fog
pever lifted—had never lifted once in
all tha four years they had lved there.
On days when the rest of the land
was clear, the fog hung there, half
way up the side of the hills, so that
Irom the ridges surrounding it it real-
|y looked llke a strange vapory sen.
They had explored the edges of it
learsomely, at times, but bad never
penetrated far enough to learn the
secret of its mystery, If It had one,

well out of hedring, we take the
yacht. We may not find & living soul
aboard her; and we certainly can't
leave one there. But we'll steam up
and take our gold aboard—all our
gold. And then, well—there's where
you'll comea in*
“But what then, man? My God!
what then? Do you suppose we can
£0 steaming Into San Franclsco, or
any other port In the world, with all
that gold {n our hull and another cap-
tain's log and papers? We might just
a8 well hang ourselves from our own
orow-jack yard."
“I hope your wits will {improve when
you get a deck under your feet,” Ros-
toa growled. “On Iland here you're
about as much good as a pelloan In
B foot race. No, your salling orders
won't be San Francisco, nor any oth-
er port that has such a thing as &
ravenue officer sbout. Hut you ought
to know the north coast line over
there as far east as McKenzie bay.
You must know some harbor there
where we can lie up for the winter
and not be bothered,”
“Yes,” sald Planck, "I could take
the yacht to such a place as that.
There's a' very good barbor In behind
Hirshel island. But what will we do
when we get there?”

“After that, it's my affair,” sald

L

have read the thought that lay at the
bottom pf Rescoe’s mind. The gold
hunter was not much of a sailor, but
he felt confident that on the broad
gtretchea of the Yukon he could navl-
gate a raft alone.

CHAPTER V.
The Throwing-Stick:

“Oh, 1 suppose” sald Jeanne,
“there's no use worrying."

Across the table from where she sat
at breakfast in the snug, warm, lux-
urlous little dining room on the yacht,
old Mr. ¥anshaw methodically lald his
coffee spoon in the ssucer beside his
cup, and looked up et her with his
slow, deliberate smile,

“My dear,” he sald, “remember thut
Tom is in the party. Unless they find
everything that, by the utmost streteh
of hope, they could find, he would in-
slst on keeping up the search as long
£8 the light lasted, and when the light
failed, there would be no more light to
come home by. Don't think of wor-
rying; I don't. We'll hear nothing of
them for hours.”

“It won't be as long as that' ghe
predicted confidently. "My sky-man
will probably bring me news before
then."

0Old Mr. Fanshaw halted his coffes

f
.

His Eycs Were
Rosecoe. “We'll winter on the yacht.
Then when the weather Deging to
loosen up a bit, but before the spring
thaws, welll land our gold and our
glores; eache all the gold, except
what we can carry over the trall, eay,
about 600 pounds of it, and we'll lenve
.ha ynecht's seacocks open, so that
vwhen the fce goes out, she'll, ecuttle
Vgrself, We @shall probably find
JA&dges, and perhaps a pony or two,
on the yacht. If we do, it will be
easy, It's only a short hike to one
of the tributaries of the Porcupine
river. Once we reach the Porouplne,
it will be easy, for it flows into the
Yukon, and that's as good as a rail
way line, We'll make a raft and float
all the way down to Salnt Michaels
with no trouble at all. The gold we
have with us will ba enough to take
us'down to Vancouver, and there we
can charter a ship. You take command
of her, and we go north through the
stralts agaln that very summer—next
summer that will bs, of course. We
go back to the harbor where we left
the yacht. You can figure out the
rest for yourself, I guess."

“Yes,” snld Planck. “It's all very
woll—only ‘won't there be o good
many to trust that sort of secret to?"

Roscoe looked at him with a savage
sort of grin. “Come, you're lmproving,
But that hike neross the mountalng to
the upper tributaries of the Porcupine
{8 2 hard trall, There aren't likely to
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him myself, coming’ down out of de
sky las' night. 1 was out on deck,
suh."

Fanshaw looked quickly from the
negro's face to the girls as if he sus
pected & hoax, but the terror In one
face and the mystification (n the other
were obviously gemulne.

Then he rose and went over to the
buffet, returning to the table with the
oddly-shaped, rudely-whittled stick.
“Do you mean to say,” be demanded,
looking up at the girl with a puzzled
frown—"do you mean to say that he,
the man you dreamed about, made
you a present of this stiek?”

She laughed. “If that seems a rea-
gonable way of putting it, yes; at
least it slipped out of hia belt and I
found It where he had been sitting.
But can you imegine what he used it
for?*

“0Oh, 1 know what It is, but that
only makes the puzzle all the deeper.
It's an Eskimo throwing-stick. They
use it to shoot darts with. It lles
in the palm of the hand, so, and the
dart s put §n that groove, though the
butt of this one seemn curlously mis-
ghapen; I can't make it fit my hand.
But 1 ean’t flgure out how the thing
got sboard the yacht; it wasn't here
yesterday.”

“Of course not," eho gaid; “my sky-
man brought 1"

He ran his fingers through his
bushy gray halr perplexedly. Then he
iaid the thing down and seatad him-
self at the table, “At any rate” he
sald, “we needn't let even n mystery
spoll pur breakfast. Come, my dear,
yvou've eaten almost nothing, That
omelet deserves better treatment.”

Obedlently she took up her fork,
but almost immediately lald it down
agnin, and he saw her eyes brighten
with tears. “Of course, If there'd been
any news, If there'd been anything to
find, we'd have heard.”

Silently he"eachud across the table
and patted the hand that lay there on
the white cloth.

“0Oh, 1 know I oughtn't to cry,” she
sald, “and I won't; It's your goodness
and klndoess to me ns much as auy-
thing else. Ever slnce he went away

Glittering Malealent Iy,

eup half way to his lips, “Your-
what?" he questioned. “Oh, I under
stand." And then he laughed. But
hizs face grew suddenly serious, and
he looked intently, curlously, into
hers, "My child!" he erled; "It can’t
be that you are taking that dream of
yours seriously. If 1 thought that, I
would have to bolieve that this quesr
aroctlc climate was dolng strange
things with those mnimble wits of
youra, A man alighting on the lce-
floe. out of mid alr, and telling you
that he had just dropped in from Polnt
Barrow; It's llke the flight from the
moon of Cyrano de Dergerac.”

Bhe presgsed her finger tips thought-
fully against her eyellds, “I know,"
ghe said, “it's perfectly incredihble, Un-
cle Jerry, but It's perfectly true for
nll that"”

“Nonsense! Nonsenge!™ he sald
explosively. "Don't carry a joke too
far, my dear."

“It's anythiog bat a joke,” she gald
slowly, “and If it was a dream—if
the aky-man, was nothing but a vision,
ha cortainly left mo a material souve-
nir of his visit.” Then, with a nod to-
ward the buffet, she spoke to Mr.
Fanshaw's big negro valet who was
serving their breakfast: “Hand Mr.
Fanshaw that queer looking . stlck,
Sam, the one on the buffet. Why—
why, what's the mattar?" For shp had
Hfted her eyes to the man's face as
she finished speaking. It was wooden
with fright, and the whites showed all
around the puplis of his eyes.

“No, Miss Jeanne," he sald, “Seuse
we, I wouldn't touch dat stick, not
for all de gol’ and jewels in de world;
not even to oblige him.’*

“What's that?" Fanshaw exclaimed,
whirling upon him. "What do you
mean? What the deyll are you talk
Ing about?" ;

"I secg bim, Mr. Fanshaw: 1 seen

you'va been llke a father to me, and

The moment Mr., Fansbaw and
Jeanne emerged upon the deck they
beard the sound of oars beneath them,
and looklng over the rall saw one of
the boata in which the shore party
had set out, pulling up alongside the
agccommodation Indder. Three men
were In it, two of the crew and Tom
Fanshaw.

“What news, Tom?" his [father
called out anxlously enough to belle
kis former tranquil manner, “Have
you foupd nnything? I hope there's
nothing wrong." .

The younger man looked up. He
saw his father, but not the girl
"Nothing wrong," be growled, “except
this infernal snkls of mine. I've
gprained it again, and I did it just
when—" He broks the sentence off
shurt there, his eye falling at that
moment upon Jeanne.

She paled a little, for she had been
quick to percelve that something he
had beem about to tell would not be
told now, or must be told differently.
But she walted until his father, to-
gother with the two sallors, had got
the disabled man up onto the deck
and safely installed in an casy chalr,
Then gravely, but steadily, “Just as
what, Tom? What ¢clue had they found
just as you had to come away?"

“It was very wonderful,” he sald;
“quite inexplicablé. Just as we were
about breaking camp this morning we
gaw a man coming toward us across
the fre, Wa- thought at first that it
was Hunter, and we were mightly
glad to ges him, because he had stray-
ed off somewhere and hadn't camped
with us. But we soon saw it wasn't
he, waso't 4 man anything like him.
Ho wns a queer, slouching, shuflling
crenture, dressed In skins, and he
came up {n a hesitating way, ns if he
wag afrald of us. He couldn't talk
English, nor understand it, aspparent-
ly. Ha looked to me like s Fortu-
guese, and I trled him in Sponish—
rood Filipino Spanish—on the chance.
1 thought it startled him a little, and
he pricked up his ears at It, but he
couldn't understand that either. He
just kept beckoning and repeating two
words—"

Tom, dear old Tom, like & brother.
A 5. 1% (4

“What words, Tom? Out with it!"

§
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¥} Can't Make

And then bullding this ship and com-
lng up here yourself, facing the dan-
gers yourself and letting Tom face
them, all for such an impossible, hope-
lessg hope as that messpge Lhe sea
brought to us.” .

Her volce faltered there, and she
bent down abruptly and kissed the
hand that was still earessing her own.

“My child,” he sald, “your father
and I were like brothers—nearer to
each other than most brothers. He
went away, knowing that if his ven-
tura falled, If it ended fatally for him,
an 1t probably did, T should regard you
as my daughter—as just as mueh o
child of mine ns Tom s, If you
hadn't been in the case at all, we'd
haye built this ship and come up here
to find Tom Fleldlng just the same.
There, don't cry. Put on that big fur
cont of yours and come out with me
on deck™

—aven let mysell begin to hope yet,
must ], not—yet?”

“f don't know,” sald Tom. *“The fel-
low sesmed half-crazed; seemecd, al
most, to hava lost the power of speech
from long dlsuse of it But he meant
to take us somewhere, that was clear
enough from his gesturea. If I could
only have seen you before I began to
blurt the thing out, I'd have spared
you the suspense untll there was some-
thing to tell. I'm sorry, Jeamne."
“Its gueer,” she said, at the end of
o rather long silence, “I'm sure there
was no Portuguese in father's expedl-
tion. Exeept for two or thres Swedes
and Norweglans, they were all Amer-
feans. I know the name of every man
who gailed in his ship.”

“He might have taken some one on
at St, Michaels,” suggested the elder
Fanshaw.

“¥es," sha sald a little dublously,
“only he never thought much of gouth-
ern Europeans as sea-faring men."
Thers was another silence after
that. She rose presently and began
sweeping the shore line with a pris
matie binocular which was slung
across across her shoulders. The two
men exchanged glances behind her,
the elder, one of Inquiry, his som, &
reluctant mnegative, No, #t would
elearly be ingane to bulld any hope on
the Incldent.

At Inst she let the glass fall from
her listlees hand and turned to them,
her face haggard with the torture of
impossible hope. "1 wish my sky
man would come"—she sald forlornly,
“eome whirling down out of the air,
with news of them.”

“Your eky-man?" sald Tom Fanshaw
gquestioningly.

Here was something to tallk about
at last, and the old gentleman selzed
the chnnce it afforded,

“Yen, we've another mystery,” he
gald. “Ses what you can do toward
golving it." With that for an introdune-
tion, he plunged Into & humorous ace
count of Jeanne's report of her ad-
vanture of the night hefore, of the may
who had dropped down from the sky, In
the middle of the night, and talked to
her awlille, and then flown away again,
“She was really out on the lea floe,”
he sald; "so much I concede; buk
when I nssure her that she dreamed
{lie rest, she is skeptical about my ex,
planation.”
“But even you can't explain,” she
protested, “how I could dream about
an Eskimo throwing-stick, and then
bring it back to the yacht with me
when 1 was wide-awelke, and show it
to you at the breakfast table thid

morning.”
“I'll have to admit,” sald the old
gentleman, “that my explanation

doesn't adeguately acdount for that™
The expression of the younger
mon's face was perplexed rather than
ineredulous.
*But, my boy,” crled the elder man,
“think of it! He comes down out of
the gky nnd says he just dropped In
from Point Barrow; and that's 500
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Baltimore, Md.—"I gend you here.

with the pleture of my fifteen year old
Py da ughter who
el lliwas restored to

Sl health by Lydia E.

Wel Pinkham's Vegeta-

ble Compound. Ehe
wis pale, with dark
circles under her
eyes, weak and irrl.
table, Two diTerent
doctors treated her
and called it Green
s |Sickness, but shae
- |grew worse all the
) i time, Lydia E Pink.
ham's Vegetable Compound was rec-
ummundef and after taking three bot.
tiss she has repained her health, thanks
to your medicine. I can recommend it
for all female troubles.,”—Mrs. L. A.
CORERAN, 1108 Rudand Street, Baltl.
more, Md.

Hundreds of such letters from moth.
ers expressing their gratitude for what
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
und hag acoomplished for them have
wan received by the Lydia E. Pinkham
Medicine Company, Lynn, Mass,

Young Girls, Heed This Adrice.

Girls who are troubled with painful
or irregular periods, backache, head.
ache, dragging-lown sensations, faint
ing spells or indigestion, should iske
Immeadiate action and be restored to
health by Lydis E. Pinkham’s Vege.
table Compound. Thousands have béen
restored to health by its use.

Write to Mrs, Pinkham, Lynn,
DMass., for advice, free
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WISE, ALL RIGHT.

Mr.
struck my wife—whera ls he?

Bystander—Whaill you de if you
find him?

Wise—Where's the man that

Mr. Wise—Introduce him to my
motherin-law,

Baby “eethes on the Table.
“We are called upon to repair all
kinds of damages,” a furniture dealer
the other day sald. “But the most
puzzling defacement [ ever saw wns
that which appeared on a beautiful
mahogany table brought in for refin-

miles away. That's just aa Impossible
us it would be to materialize an Eski-
mo throwing-stick out of a dream,
wery bit"

“No, hardly that” sald Tom jfudlcl
ally. “What waa his meroplans like?
Wihat was it mado of? Did you notice
it particularly?”

“Yes," she sald; "1 helped him fold
it up. It was made of bladders and
bamboo and catgut, be sald."”

“And his motor? erled Tom. “"What
was his motor lke?"

“There was no motor at all”" she
snld; *Just wings.”
“Thers you see, Tom,"” interrupted
his father, “absolute moonshine.
But still the younger man shook a
doubtful head. “No,” he sald, “the
things' not impossible—not inconcely-
able, nt least., The blg birds can fy
that far, and think nothing of It"
The old man snorted: “They're
bullt that way, Think of the Immensa
strength of thelr wing muscles.”
“Not so. enormous,” snid the young
v man. "1 dis2ected the wing of an
albatross once to sgee. It's not by

It Fit My Hand.®

ficulty during the little silence. Bu
tioningly, hefora he spoke.

ing;* 1t sounded lke that."

little.

tan.

This from the old gentleman, who
had controlled his patience with dif-

the younger man hesitated and looked
lnto the girl's face, mutely, balf-ques-

“The words,”" he sald, “seemad to be
your father's name—‘Captaln Field-

She went quite white, and reeled a
Then clutched at the shrouds
for support. The old gentleman was
at her side In an Instant, his strong,
steadying arm acrogs her shoulders.
Tom himegelf balf rose from his chair,
only to drop back into it again with a
grimace of paln and a littls dew of
perapiration on his forehead. He
looked rather white himself under the

“I suppose™~~the gir1 eald almost
| voloalessly, “1 suppose I mustn't dure

main strength they keep afloat in the
alr; it's by catehing the trick of it."

“That's what he sald,” the girl cried
eagerly. “He told me he could fiy
across the north pole, from Dawsox
City to 8t. Petersburg, and when I

ing all the time lke that, he said the
blgzest birds dlda‘t fiy; they salled,
and he sald he ealled, too, and the
foree of gravity was his keel"”

Her story was making its lmpres
slon on the younger man, at least,
¢ | even if his father was as Impervious
to It as he still seemed.

“Wall, If you dreamed that" said
Tom, “it was a mighty Intelligent
dream, I'll say that for it."

“But it wasn't a dream at all," she
eried. “Didn't I help him take the
thing apart and fold it up Into a bun-
dla? And dldn't he say that he was
n tax payer, and that his names was
Phillp Cayley?"

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

By Way of Variety.
“How dld you enjoy the vaudeville
performance?” “It was good. Thay
had performing ecats, a basebail play-
er, a champlon pugilist, & trained
cockatoo. and, I glve yon my word,
they eveln had an asctor doing & turn.”
—Loulsville Courler-Journal

For several seasons British goifers,

Aid It In a roundabout, complicated,
muthomatical way, but the wording
‘was effective, and . thereafter |
Schencctady became an outlaw

| | 1t has been customary for the United
the _
| own rules without wruch questlon or
| seruting the decislons of its Secottish
brothiers, At the time when the
dy was put In the index ex- |

(Golf ‘aspoclation, which' rules
can links, to fmgort nto fis

&.
us, 23 above

1 | in

.exelusion, and since then the rule has
been set aside In official competitions
1 this country. At the coming an-
nua) meeting of the United States
Golf association the question Is to

comp up for pettloment. And it is
(generally predicted that the Bt. An-
drews ruling will bs publicly -

that HEuglish gelf-

apirit and character of the game.
Alwaye Trouble.

R
"What's  the: matter
his good

-

Murphr.

The putters’ rebellion seems to be
based on sound sportamanship—vis,
the feeling that the individual player
should be given all possible freedom
of cholce mot inconsistent with the

{ "HG\'.«;WII " ﬂﬂlﬂ ullm" ._" m
i€ cost. "It it ain't one

“Not another lockout, I hope?" anld
the partner of his sorrows.

“No, it's worse than that," animeras
the alleged hend of the house. “Tha
boss han ylelded and I've got to go to
work again"—-Rehoboth Sunday Her
ald.

Gilded Creatures.’
“s man who married an artist's

at & modest home."
“gerved him right.

asked him if he could keep flying, fiy- |

| model' says she turned up her nosa
now,” queried :

fehing. All around its margin wera
| rows of seratched and small Indenta.
tions which were hard to explaln, ns
the table was otherwlse uninjured.

| “‘What happened to L% 1 asked
“‘hl‘l'l ‘.ht' owner came in,

“nwall! she replled, ‘the baby In-
gleted on eunttlng his teeth around the
edge of it. Of course, It Was rather

I expenslve, but we both think there is
nothing too good for the baby.""™

|
|
‘ His Destiny.

"1 wigh Willle had been bora ®
girll?

"Why1

“0Oh, he Is such a ery baby! I wish

I conld do something to stop his
snivelling at everything thsl cotines
up.*

“To stop LT Encourage it, you
| meant Nuptore evidently intended
that boy for a Unlied States sona-
tor."

COFFEE CONGESTION
Causes a Variety of Alls.

A happy old
BAYS:

“Durlng the time I was a coffes
drinker I was sulbject to sick head-
pches, sometimes lusting 2 or 3 days,
totally unfitting me for anything.

To this afiiction was added, some
| years ago, & trouble with my heart
thiut was very painful, acoompuanied
by & smothering sensation and mint-
LOES.

“Dyspepsia, also, came to make life
hardsr to bear, 1 took all sorts of pat-
ent medicines but none of them helped
me for any length of time.

“The doctors frequently told me
that coffee waa not good for me; but
without coffee 1 felt as If T had no
breakiast. 1 finally declded about 2
years ago to abandon the use of cof-
Zee entirely, and a8 [ had read a great
deal about Postum [ coneluded to try
that for a brenkiast heverige.

“I Hked the tnste of it and was par-
ticularly pleased to notice that it did
not ‘come up’ as colfee used to. The
bad spells with my heart grew lesa
and less frequent, and finally ceased
nitogether, and I have not had an st
tack of slck keadnche for more than &
year. My digestion s good, too, snd
I am thankful that | am once more &
healthy womau. I kmow my wonders
ful restoration to health came from
quittlug coffee and using Posjum.*
Nume given by the Postum Co,, Battie
Crook, Mich.

“There's o reason,” and It is this.
Coffee has o direct actlon on the Hver
with some peopls, artial

lady In Wisconsin




